THOMAS    TRAHERNE

My parched and withered bones
Burnt up did seem: my soul was full of groans:

My thoughts extensions were;
Like paces, reaches, steps they did appear:
They somewhat hotly did pursue,
Knew that they had not all their due.

Nor ever quiet were:
But made my flesh like hungry, thirsty ground.

My heart a deep profound abyss,
And every joy and pleasure but a wound.
So long as I my blessedness did miss.
O happiness! A famine burns,
And all my life to anguish turns!

m
Where are the silent streams,
The living waters and the glorious beams,
The sweet reviving bowers,
The shady groves, the sweet and curious flowers,
The springs and trees, the heavenly days,
The flowery meads, and glorious rays,
The gold and silver towers?
Alas! all these are poor and empty things!
Trees, waters, days, and shining beams,
Fruits, flowers, bowers, shady groves and springs,
No joy will yield, no more than silent streams;
Those are but dead material toys,
And cannot make my heavenly joys.